9o                           MADAME CURIE
Coming home late at night, regretfully leaving electrometers,
test-tubes and accurate balances, Manya undressed and lay
down on her narrow bed* But she could not sleep. An exaltation
different from all those she had known kept her from sleep.
Her vocation, for so long uncertain, had Hashed into life, She
was summoned to obey a secret order. She was suddenly in a
hurry, whipped onward. When she took the test-tubes of the
Museum of Industry and Agriculture into her fine, clever hands
Manya returned, as if by magic, to the absorbing memories of
her childhood, to her father's physics apparatus, motionless in
its glass case, with which, in the old days, she had always
wanted to play. She had taken up the thread of her life again*
Though her nights were feverish her days ware peaceful in
appearance, Manya concealed the furious impatience that
possessed her* She wished her father to be happy and at peace
during these last months of intimacy* She busied herself with
her brother's marriage; she looked for a position for Hcla. And
then* too, perhaps a more selfish care kept her from fixing the
date of her departure: she thought she still loved Oasimir Z.
Even though she felt herself driven toward Paris by an im-
perious power, she could not contemplate an exile of several
years without anguish.
In September 1891, while Manya was on holiday at Zakopane
iix the Carpathians, where slue was to meet Go&ixnir Z., M,
Sklodovski explained the situation to Bronya:
Manya had to stay at Zakopane and will not return until the
i5ths because of a bad cough and influenza which, the local
doctor says> might drag along all winter if she does not get rid of
it there, The little rascal! It must be partly her fault,, m she has
always made fun of all precautions and has never deigned to
adapt her raiment to the atmospheric conditions. She has
written me that she was very gloomy; I am afraid her grief, and
the uncertainty of her situation,, may undermine her* More-
over, she has a secret about her future, of which she is to speak
to me at length, but only on her return. To tell the truth, I can
well imagine what it has to do with, and I don't myself know